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One 


Author's Notes: 
This story is 100% based from this photo: 


http://i234 photobucket.com/albums/ee246/DarkMistyDay/l0FlyOjpg 


It also stems from a discussion from a few months back on the Led Zeppelin Photographic Inspiration forum, in 
which | expressed my fascination with men being unable to hide their arousal and how there were times it had 


to make them feel uncomfortable. Despite being such a short story, it was actually very challenging to write. 


Thanks to H for beta and insight <3 


I've never liked photo shoots. Its not that | don't like the pictures; I'm typically pleased with what | see. The 
outcome is far better than the process itself. I've always liked my smile, and the ones you see are usually 
because I'm having dirty thoughts about the girl behind the camera. These birds are never dressed very 
modestly, and why would they be? They got into photography to get shagged by rockstars..at least that's my 
theory. If they cared about photography for the sake of art they would act like professionals instead of tarts. 


This is normally why | dress the way | do. The top part of my clothes are always for me: pullover, jacket, 
scarf. It's comfortable and | like how it looks. The trousers are another story, and the tighter the better. It's 
easy to see how big my cock is, even before | get hard. The birds who like it work to get my attention so they 
can get what they see. It's fun to leave very little in a girl's imagination so that the actual moment can happen 


and be over quickly without too much shock, surprise or fear. 
Yes, fear. 


If a bird doesn't know how big you are, they can go from sexy to frightened in a split second. I'm sure | don't 
need to say how quickly that kills the mood. Even if you think you can still have sex with the frightened ones 
they try to spend extra time kissing and telling you to "take it slow." | still take what | can get but it's far less 
of a thrill for me. 


Today, | got a look at the bird doing today's shoot. Nice. Being a rockstar has its perks, but it's never been 
hard for me to charm a woman. A few magic words, a senseless touch in the right place, and just like that - 


you're in Literally. 


| was excited. The pictures that were going to be taken today were to be done outside. It's wonderful to be 
able to spend the day outdoors. Its warm but | wear a jacket anyway. | chose a pair of dark pinstriped 
trousers, ones that really show off what I've got. The bird in her miniskirt gives me the look | crave, one 
which says, "l like what | see and | want it now" If I'm not even hard and she's already looking at me this way 
she must really be aching for it. Those girls are the best; they dig their nails into your back and tend to be 


screamers. 


| suppose | let my ego get the best of me - the bird wasn't there to photograph me but rather the whole 
band. | was the first one to the shoot, and they all slowly arrived one by one. | let out several audible huffs as 
| watched the girl lavish attention on Bonzo and John, almost completely ignoring me. | wanted to scream at 
them to sod off so | could get mine, but something told me that was their goal as well and | wasn't going to 


win this one. What rubbish. 


My mood had reached an all-time low, listening to the girl laughing at their terrible jokes and worse pick-up 
lines. | was about to ask if anyone had seen Robert when he suddenly appeared at the edge of the garden. 


"Sorry I'm late, boys," he called, flashing his signature grin. | was glad the others were focused on the 
photographer, otherwise they would have noticed the way my jaw dropped when | saw him. His beautiful blonde 
hair was looking exceptionally perfect that day. He wore a light-colored shirt split just low enough in the front 
to make himself a tease and trousers that looked painted on. | couldn't believe how incredible he looked. The 
others paid no mind, not even the bird, who was in hysterics at this point from the stupid jokes. Bonzo looked 
to be getting the most of her attention and | was pretty sure he was going to wind up with her after the 
shoot. 


Now that we had all arrived, she was suddenly all business. She took us to the side and told us where to stand. 


| was doing my best to ignore Robert and trying even harder to ignore what his looks did to my body. My dick 
was beginning to strain the thin fabric of my trousers, much to my horror. Most of the time | had my guitar 
to hide behind when this happened, but not today. | had to settle for simply crossing my arms in front of my 

chest, even though my mind mockingly told me | wasn't hiding anything. 


| heard the shutter begin to snap rapidly. | wasn't sure what anyone else was doing, nor did | care. The only 
thing on my mind was how | couldn't hide what my body was doing. Sure, | could handle my cock later and rid 
myself of the emotion | was forced to hide everyday, and the feeling would be gone for a while, but days like 
today made things complicated. Times like these were the only time that something so natural could make me 
feel so ashamed. Any other time, | would flaunt how hard my cock was. 


But with Robert it was never that simple. He is known for his enjoyment of women, perhaps even more that | 
am. Knowing that one of his band mates was hot for him would only cause tension At times, I'd be willing to 
give up some of my most precious possessions not to have this worry in his presence. But until that time, | 
remain something | hate more than anything in this world: being in love with my best friend, and completely 


vulnerable. 


